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NOVEMBER 21, 1899. No. 1,802 | 
change to celebrate their 50th anniversary—dined also with the 
“— Ligh; ek by be gy Walter Scott Club and the American Ambassador in Edinburgh. 

= <eS SASTY ON THE SPOF. Saturday.—Got the Prince off to Sandri with Mr, and 
Wednesday.—Woke up this morning and discovered that Mrs. Joseph Chamberlain for guests, and t away down to 
England, Germany, and the United States have been having a jolly Windsor, and superintended Her Most Gracious Majesty's farewell 
little game of “ shove-ha’penny "—or, at least, ‘‘ shove-island ’— to the Life Guards—a stirring event, though “the pity of it!" 
exchanging, shuffling, cutting, and re-dealing the Samoans and Got back, and sent Sir William Harcourt down there while I went 
afternoon at the new E Art 


others in quite a lively fashion. Each of the players coming out of and had a quiet and interesting 
the game in full persuasion that they have won the game. Isn’t Club. Dined with the Argonaut Club, with Mr. Charles Wyndham 
that nice? as the guest of the evening, at the Hotel Cecil. Later on to the 


‘ALL THE WINNERS! ” performance of Richard II. at the London University. I went to 


: al : sleep—I suppose it was the dinner. 
For ue potent tie tate thte— onday.—Went and assisted the Princess Christian to open the 
Wa maddie: tiieik eine thd ied Needlework Guild Show at the Imperial Institute. Had a pair of 
The fondly arrangement falls out pat, Soon aflerwsedla tool « Benoomn 8 shi city, whew 1 hed tampartent 
For you take this and we take that— a . - ne Ste Chestes Weadhame 
It settles tid thing complete business at the Stock Exchange—viz., to . es Wyn 
Ae oti baer we Shas om a sell out a stock of stalls and boxes in aid of the War Fund. Great 
Yes pon sch died ail coh poke = ee fun, but had to bolt away to give a up to Lord Rosebery — 
Could anything pan out plainer ? he opened some dwellings for the working — at — ‘ — 
Why, everyone can see, with ease ‘ook Lord Balisbat Pe Tesoaet and Vises Wolseley down 
Waue 2oe bate ve se oa at _ 6 9: to dine with Her Most Gracious at Windsor. After dinner to the 
That everybody's the gainer ! tableaux vivants at the Crystal Palace. 


Tuesday.—Sneaked out awfully early this morning, and, ae 
e 


Took the Czar and Ozaritza over to Potsdam to see the Kaiser—saw 
carefully looked about to see that no one was looking, helped to unv 


them safely into friendly conversation, and then rushed over to St. 




















George’s (Hanover Square) to help the Earl of Longford marry Lady the Cromwell Statue at Westminster—then bolted away like anything. 
Mary Villiers before he goes to the war. Got down to the Crystal Reminded of a similar event which occurred some thirty years 
Palace afterwards for the rattling game of “ footer”’ between Aston ago, when a larky lot of us decorated the broken-down statue in 
Villa and the Corinthians—a splendid show by the amateurs! Dined Leicester Square! Anyway, Cromwell, the great Democratic 
with the Home Secretary and the brewers at the Hotel Metropole. Imperialist, has got his statue there at last. Later on, having run 
i To the Queen’s Hall after, to help the Bishop of London lecture on over and given Kitchener the tip to hurry out to the Khalifa, 
“Elizabethan London.’”’ (Looks like a telegraphic address !) attended the opening of the handsome Whi Memorial Church 
Thursday.—Went and had a peep at the conspiracy trial in Paris, in the Tottenham Court Road. Dined with Lipton at the Carlton 
but soon gave it up to get back be tae for our Lord Mayor’s Show, Restaurant (which isn’t the Carlton Club, after all, Sir T. !) 
which, though rather an uninspired exhibition, was the better of | Turned my attention to the meteors they're talking about so much. 
me two. Helped to “ weigh ine ee of a wel a WE SAT UP. 
and then got away to have a 1 at : passi 
business, ‘What will you take? Dined at the Guildhall with Lord As, ong oo a 
) Salisbury and the rest. . To see those blessed meteorites 
Friday.—Tumbled out pretty early this my et og got the Tn exosllstit ebnditieh 
Life Guards (ordered to the Cape) collected at Albany Barracks, I and a pal sat up o’ nights, 
ready for the Prince’s farewell. en made the best of my way to And t it, p’r’ was risky, 
Balmoral and fetched Her Most Gracious comfortably back to We thousht we'd 264 ‘thing to rights 
Windsor. Up to Bath House, Piccadilly, after that, and gave my With water (hot) and whisky ; 
countenance to the very pretty doll show of the Children’s Happy O’er astro-scientific pars 
Evenings Society. Took Sir Michael Hicks-Beach down to the We soon got disputations, 
Mansion House, and would have helped him distribute the certifi- | And then—well !—talk of seeing stars! 
ates to winners in the London Chamber Gf ComnEEees competitions, By Jupiter ! My gracious! ! THe SPOTTER. 
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BIRMINGHAM HORRORS! 
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Rhodes of Kimberley. 
A LITTLE WAY “AFTER” “HELEN OF KIRKONNEL.” 


I wisn I were where Cecil dines! 
All out there at the diamond mines ; 
Olives— and ice with the sparkling wines 
In festive Kimberley! 
Only to dance where Cecil smiles, 
I'd steam and rail the weary miles, 
And gaily leave the fog-bound isles 
Of Britain, brave and free! 
Who's going to funk where Rhodes “sit tight ” ? 
All hearts are high, and most heels light. 
Investing foes? A detail quite 
To social Kimberley ! 
oe — Boer, a ——ae As a fighter he’s first among fighters, 
should aim, revengeful, one ot, . 
Whether it missed him —or did not A magnanimous, true gentleman. 
Who's boss in Kimberley. woe — 





nn _ 


Sir George White. 


THE brunt of the war on his shoulders 
He bears with a resolute mien ; 
He has daring, magnificent soldiers, 
And a foe that is treacherous and keen. 


His error, of course, was no trifle, 
Reputations such may unmake ; 

Yet his valour ill-comment should stifle, 
For who may not make our mistake ? 


So I care not if sundry smart writers 
Assail him with truculent pen, 








A rider-rough his sword would draw 
And finish off that beastly Boer, 
And hack him into pieces sma’, 

For his sake who “ fetches ” me / 


Imperial Rhodes, beyond compare ! 

O send me one lock of your hair 

Wra , for choice, in a Chartered “ share,”’ 
handy in Kimberley ! 


O Cecil gay! O Cecil strong! 

Labouchere says you're very wrong. 

Hanged if I know !—with you I long 
To reel in Kimberley! 

Here's to your orange and your vine, 

Freakish emy loy on t p f a mine 

Th , | 


Humanum Est Errare. 


Axas! how long will these complaints bear down 
Our country’s honour? Shall we never pause 
For one short space to investigate the cause 

Of what appears imprudence? Are we grown 

So pam that, with ruthless frown, 

We thrust our leaders in the very jaws 
Of censure, tho’ aware that by the laws 

Of sympathy forgiveness should be shown ? 

Have we not erred, yet striven to varnish wrong, 
Obliterating blame? Ah, seek no more 

The faults of others! It may be, ere long, 
Those now accused of error shall restor: 

Our admiratio1 


eppe: ive got, and ahu Here we dwell among 
. 





Hero of Kimberl The subjects of presumption, never sure. 
> 
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At Mafeking. 


Ox! what a pleasure ’tis to sing 

Of that cool man at Mafekin 

Who holds his own like anything— 
Baden-Powell. 


Full thick and fast fell shot and shell, 

But stubborn tales our earthworks tell, 

And, thro’ it all, slept very well 
Baden-Powell. 


Then Cronje sent, with forethought 
deep 
(Oh! England look at that and weep), 
A messenger, who woke from sleep 
Baden-Powell. 


‘‘ Surrender now,” the message ran ; 

‘* Surrender now and, to a man, 

I’ll spare you—do it while you can 
Baden-Powell.” 


One must appreciate a joke: 
‘Come, take a glass and have a 
smoke ”’ ; 
Thus spake, like hospitable folk, 
Baden- Powell. 


“What? Must you go? Your stay is 
brief. 
Well, take this message to your chief; 
Perchance ’twill strengthen his belief 
In Baden- Powell. 


“Dear Sir,—You’ll find us slightly 
tough; 
So keep on sending in your stuff: 
I’ll tell you when I’ve had enough— 
Yours,—Baden-Powell.”’ 











Mud and Tin. 


[‘* Mafeking owes its salvation to its 


mud ‘ walls and tin roofs.’”’— Vide Press. ] 


A MUD-GUARD we have heard about, 
It’s very useful sans a doubt ; 

And ‘‘ tin,” as many of us know, 
Will often guard us from much woe. 











Short Commons. 
Poor Suitor (enthusiastically).—‘*Your 


daughter is worth her weight in gold, 
sir!”’ 


The Father.— Well, if she married 


you, she would soon diminish in value, 
for I’m positive she would lose weight 
rapidly.”’ 











There was One. 
THE clergyman was publishing the 


banns of marriage, and had got to the 
part, “If anyone knows any just cause 
or impediment why,” etc., when an 
excited individual rose and stuttered— 


** I—I—I ob —ob—object.” 
“There’s an impediment, _ right 


enough,’’ whispered Wagg to a friend. 












































SOUND ADVICE. 


Aunt Tabitha.—“ Good-bye, my boy! Do try to instil into the poor Boers a few 


civilised ideas.”’ 


Her Nephew.—“ Oh, yes, aunt; we shall soon introduce to them some of our best 


English ‘ Maxims.’”’ 














The Microbe on the Lip. 


(The scientific prime ministers of the all-powerful microbe aver 
that it loves to travel on a bridge of kisses. } 


A GIRL came in the gloaming to meet a youth by stealth, 


And swiftly o’er the meadows her dainty feet did tri 


A deadly little microbe on her lip. 


¥ 
« 
> 


There was gladness in her heart, but she carried with i too, 


They met beneath the chestnuts and he told his tale of love, 


maider ry mouth love’s nectar did he sip. 








The young man hied him homewards, but he met another flame, 
And she remarked in greeting, ‘‘ Hello! Charlie boy, pip, pip!” 

Well, he walked a mile with that one, and he kissed her at the gate, 
And left the deadly microbe on her lip. 


Now she went home and died—by Galen! such things be— 
She died of real tuberculossal grip. 

Nowif Charlie had been true, he might have died himself, you know, 
3y virtue of the microbe on his lip. 


The moral of this little tale is easily discerned 
By girls who flirt outrageously and girls who cry ‘ Pip, pip! 
tt with other veethearts lest you set a snare to catch 
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Mr. Grundy.” 


Mrs. Biown.—‘' How sad and wicked of him, after that poor dear Mrs. 
Grundy has been doing all she can to elevate the stage, too!" 


Sir W. Lawson's Speech at Workington. 


'** He would do everything tostop the war, . . . It had been brought 
about by negotiations which were shameful and shifty,” etc.—Daily Paper. } 


OLD age, verging on feebleness, 
Will not make strong men cross; 

But, did we act as Lawson says, 
We should mourn loss on loss! 


Se ~omoenantinnasibcasnaadtneaboamasanaiaosmemessass camanadiionasreanaaenne@ passes a _ a eR eT RT NS 
Marked Individuality. 
Brown.—‘' Have you seen Smith lately ?” 
Jones.—** No ; what's up with him ?” 

Brown.—“ Oh, he consulted a professor of phrenology, who told him 
his bumps revealed ‘ marked individu: lity *”’ 

Jones.—** Well, has his individuality shown itself yet ?"’ 
. Brown.—*“ Yes ; he was sacked from the bank, and, to save himself from 
the workhouse, he invested bis last few shillings on a chimney sweep's kit, 
and ‘ marked individuality ' with his sootable clothes.” 




















Welcome ! 


Now, welcome, thrice welcome ! we shout and we sing 
To the neighbouring, likewise the neighbourly, King ; 
No longer we class him with Great Britain’s foes, 

But we give him ovations wherever he goes! 


We’}] clash the brass cymbals, and tinkle the lyre, 

And we'll try to forget that unfortunate wire ; 

For we’re moving so fast, that is ancient as Noah— 
What he asks he shall have, aye, as much—and Samoa. 


Let the great heart of Britain beat fast! See he comes! 
Let us wave all our bunting, and bang on our drums. 
Let us blow our own trumpets, and prove to him, pat, 
That, in spite of his skill, we can beat him at that. 


Oh, we all are as pleased as we can be to-day, 

For the Pilgrim is with us, hip, hip, and hurray ! 
He’s our friend is the Kaiser, and so you'll allow 
That we cannot remark, “Go to Jericho!’”’ now. 


All the squadrons of Goschen went out for @ “fly,” 
And they welcomed the Kaiser and gladdened his eye. 
Ah, they flew; but like doves, not like eagles for slaughter, 


As they did—but that’s past ; ‘‘ Blood is thicker than water.’ 


So let us hurrah, as all brave Britons should, 

For our William the great, and the modest, and good, 
So Oom Paul, when he hears us, will rub his old eyes, 
And exclaim, ‘‘ Holy Moses, this is a surprise! ”’ 


For to Kruger our cheers will be wormwood and gall ; 
It’s believed he depended on William did Paul. 

But, alas, he discovers, a little too late, 

That a couple of Cecils have put matters straight. 


So up with your banners and cheer him to-day 

Who gave the impertinent Kruger away. 

Though he drives a hard bargain, without any doubt, 
Master William knows perfectly what he’s about. 


To be catspaw for France he politely declined ; 

To play second to Russia was not to his mind; 

He has commerce to guard, and undoubtedly thus 
It comes that he comes on a visit to us. 


And we—we’re delighted to welcome him back ; 

To the days of lang syne we a bottle will crack ; 
For the two of us matters might look pretty grim 
If he quarrelled with us, or we quarrelled with him. 


Though we want no alliance, it’s plain as can be, 

We can do with a friend, and so, doubtless, can he. 

If one thing makes us friends, without plighting a troth, 
’Tis that Bedlamite France spits her venom at both. 


Give and take is the game, let us each have a share 
Of what’s going—and then, let us bear and forbear. 
Talk of battle between us was foolish and vain, 

Let the Saxon and Teuton be brothers again. 


He is first on the land, as we're first on the sea, 

And a good “ double-first "’ we should certainly be! 
Then but one thing remains, we must clearly explain 
That we can’t have that telegram business again. 


The Whale and the Elephant—mighty are they, 

If they speak with one voice, Europe’s bound to obey. 

And “ the pools ” the world over they’d certainly ‘‘scoop,”’ 
If the great Yankee Eagie made one of the group. 


But this visit is private! Ah, yes, we forgot — 

Our diplomacy’s new, all the news piping hot ! 

“I’m your friend, but swb rosa,’ we hear him remark ; 
** My diplomacy’s old, and I still keep it dark!” 


Never mind, we’re not lost in diplomacy’s maze : 

We have been there before, and we know all its ways— 
As we read "tween the lines at the truth we arrive; 
Give us beans—and we know just how many make five! 


So with cheers for the Kaiser Great Britain shall ring, 
His praise, to his face, all our poets shall sing. 

We will hail him the mightiest monarch on earth, 
And accept his Roy’] friendship for what it is worth. 


With naval salutes the whole universe rocks, 
As we welcome the Kaiser with millions of ‘‘ Hochs! 
No longer we class him with Great Britain's fo 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


A crowvep house and the wildest ebullient enthusiasm greeted 
(and greets) Mr. John Coates’ singing of the great Kipling patriotic 
4 song at the Alhambra. ‘Cook's sons and dook’s sons” (likewise 
daughters and mothers) shout themselves hoarse, and encore and 
wave flags and weep and laugh until the “next turn” can be 
delayed no longer and it is time to soothe ths feelings with a drink. 
All this is as it should be, no doubt, and everybody and everything 
connected with the affair—the Alhambra itself, and the Soldiers’ 
War Fund most of all—seem likely enough to profit by the iterated 


















































incitement to “ pay! pay! pay!” 

Mr. Robert Newman’s Wagner concerts were inaugurated on the 
13tb inst. at Queen’s Hall. “To music lovers the occasion afforded 
the fullest delight. The orchestra rendered their part superbly. 
Madame Ella Russell sang Isolde’s “‘ Liebestod” from Tristan and 
Isolde, and Mr. Van Hoose a selection from Lohengrin. The major 
portion from the first act of Tannhduser formed the chef d’ewvre of 
the artistes and orchestra. The harp accompaniment, played by 
ladies, was sweetly melodious. These Wagner concerts take place 
successive Monday evenings, commencing at 8-30. 

Mr. Robert Arthur has decided that the whole of the proceeds of 
) the first night of the new patriotic play, For Queen and Country, 
if to be produced at the Princess’s on the 22nd inst., shall be given to 
the Mansion House Fund for the widows and orphans of those 
killed in the present war. The new drama, which is laid partly in 
England and partly in South Africa, is said to be powerful. Mr. 
Robert Arthur announces his intention of selling the seats to the 
highest bidder. The Princess’s holds, at normal prices, £320, but 
it is hoped that this amount may be quadrupled. Amongst those 
who have intimated their intention of patronising on the first night 
are Her Royal Highness the Princess of Wales, His Royal Highness 
the Duke of Cambridge, the Lord Mayor of London, the Duke of 
Fife, and many other notabilities. 


The present season of the Lilliputians at the New Olympic came 
to an end on Saturday last, when A Trip to Midget Town was per- 
formed for the 90th and last time. The Olympic will re-open on 
Monday, 27th inst., with a production which has already been 
successfully tried at one of the leading suburban theatres. 


There will be a matinée at the Palace Theatre in aid of the Lord 
Mayor’s Fund for the widows and orphans of officers and men 
killed in the Transvaal campaign, on Thursday, 23rd inst., at 1-30. 
Many prominent London artistes will give their services. The 
Palace vestibule and foyer will be fitted up with flower and 
sweet stalls, at which prominent lady artistes will preside. Miss 
Ada Reeve will concoct American drinks, and Miss Eva Green pre- 
side at the bar. A specially-illustrated programme is being prepared, 
which should prove valuable as a souvenir, 

The Jeffries v. Sharkey fight for the heavyweight championship 
of the world, which was won at Coney Island Athletic Club, New 
York, by Jeffries after a hard contest of 25 rounds, has been secured 
for the Royal Aquarium, London. The fight lasted one hour and 
40 minutes, snl will be shown on films miles long, containing 
millions of photographs taken during the contest. 

“ Krao, the Missing Link” (half monkey and half woman), who, 
as a baby, was exhibited in 1883, is again on show at the West- 
minster Aquarium. This remarkable lady is now 20 years of age, 
and almost entirely overgrown with luxuriant hair; her tresses of 
jet black hair more than reach the ground. She stands 5ft. 2in. 

igh. 

The London Cage Bird Association holds its eleventh annual 

reat show of English and foreign birds at the Royal Aquarium, 
ndon, on the 2lst, 22nd, and 23rd inst. The whole of the vast 
Aquarium area and galleries will be taken up in the aay A Several 
thousand birds are tobe benched. The London Cage Bird Associa- 
tion's show will be followed by the Chow Chow Club’s fifth annual 
show of Chow Chows and foreign dogs. 

The Corporation has again granted the use of the Guildhall for 
the annual banquet, inaugurated by Alderman and Sheriff Treloar, 
to the Ragged School children of London, and the Prince of Wales 
has once more sent him a donation, accompanied with the following 
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Rear-Admiral Dupont’s Views of the 
British Naval Power. 


(The French Expert, October, 1899.) 


ENGLAND from early times, at once perceived, 
If mistress of the ocean she became, 
She would be also mistress of the world ; 
So soon she fought, this mighty power to claim. 


A splendid Naval Force she proudly shows, 
Upon her matchless fleet, she, aye, relies ; 


She can 


all ports of foes most surely close, 


Their ships cut off, from getting all supplies. 


All sea routes leading to her centrai heart 
That give her life she watches at each gate, 

Two stations placed, on all these thirty lines, 
Holding these ever with a grip like fate. 


Europe, 


alarmed at her Imperialism, 


Now prophesies her early, sure decay ; 
But Britain follows her predestined course, 
And striding, masterful, she holds her sway. 


Is there 


a Power her progress can arrest ? 


The Universe she boldly now defies! 
All Europe's fleets alone could her subdue, 
Increased, improved, united as allies ! 


J. H, OAKLEY. 














felicitous expression, “‘ For the excellent fund which you are again 
kindly raising for providing dinners and hampers for the poorand | 
crippled children of the Metropolis at Christmas.’’ Last year, after 
providing a banquet at Guildhall for about 1,400 poor children, this 
philanthropic citizen was enabled to send 4,324 hampers to de- | 
serving little cripples, whose affliction very often keeps them 










ogo in one-room homes from year’s end to year's end. He 
1opes to do better still this year by increasing the number of 
hampers to 5,000. Wemake bold to ask our readers to help 


winter tf rr hh te 4 the kh . Tri f { d r) 
Subscriptions, marked “* Children’s Fund 
man and Sheriff Treloar, 69, Ludgate Hill, Lon 





Joubert Objects to Lyddite Shells. 


WHILE Joubert ignores the misuse by the Boers 
Of the white flag, he seemingly swells 

With hot indignation, asserting with force 
“* Lyddite shells are inhuman shells! "’ 
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Statuary Militant: or, the Mysteries of 
English History Unveiled. 


A DRAWING-ROCM COMEDIETTA IN ONE CONVERSATION. 


Dramatis PERSON :— 


The Marquess of Salisbury, Lord Rosebery, the Marquess of 
Ripon, Sir William Harcourt, Lord Halifax, the Right Honourable 
Joseph Chamberlain, and Mr. Kensit. 


ScENE: The smoking-room of the Very Eccentric Club. 


(Curtain rises and discovers a conversation in full swing.) 


Rosebery.—‘‘ Then you think it was a good idea?” 

Salisbury. — ‘* Excellent — neat — apposite, and distinctly 
humorous.” 

Rosebery.—‘ I thought you'd like it. A bit of the Liberal 
Imperalist about Cromwell, with a dash of racehorses. Then stuck 
where he is, sure to annoy almost everybody. Yes, I fancy as a 
whole-souled practical joke that Cromwell of mine will want a lot 
of beating. Now it’s your turn, Salisbury. What’s your contribu- 
tion to the gaiety of nations? ”’ 

Salisbury.— Well, I’m afraid it will be an anti-climax, but what 
do you think of Bradlaugh ?”’ 

All.— Bradlaugh !” 

Salisbury.—“‘ Yes. I think something might be made of Brad- 
laugh. I shall get Rodin to doit. Brass, I think, would be the 
best medium.”’ 

Halifax.—“‘ And the site? Where would you put him?” 

Salisbury.—*: Well, I thought just outside the Abbey. A little 
delicate attention to the Dean. Can’t let Rosebery have it all his 
own way, you know.” 

Mr. Kensit.—“ I’m afraid that would be going a bit too far.” 

Salisbury.—‘‘ I beg your pardon, I don’t think I have the 
pleasure _ 

Harcourt.— Ah, yes. I forget to mention—er—a young friend of 
mine, young Protestant friend, thought you wouldn’t mind if I 
brought him with me. (Sotto voce.) Devilish clever young fellow— 
full of rattling good ideas for bye-elections, and that sort of thing. 
(Aloud.) Mr. Kensit, let me introduce you. Mr. Kensit, Lord 
Salisbury.”’ 

Salisbury.— Delighted, I’m sure.” 

Kensit.—‘ An honour, really, I hardly know how—— ’ 

Salisbury.— I think Mr. Kensit was saying ss 

Kensit.— Ah, yes, with regard to Bradlaugh—of course, with all 
respect to your lordship—don’t you think—er—that perhaps—the 
Abbey would be going too far?” 

Salisbury.— Possibly—what do you say, Rosebery ?”’ 

Rosebery.— My dear fellow, it would be painting the lily and 
gilding refined gold to alter the site, it would, indeed. Just outside 
the Abbey. Ha! ha! I can see the Dean—and the Chapter. But 
you'll have to lecture on him.” 

Salisbury.—‘ Shall 1?” 

Rosebery.—“‘ Of course, that’s half the fun. It’s easy enough. 
You get a miscellaneous audience, and give ’em anything. Not too 
flowery, you know, but just flowery enough. A little anecdote or 
two. Bradlaugh and the little girl; Bradlaugh and the missionary ; 
you know the sort of thing, make ’em up as you goon. You'll pull 
through all right.” 

Salisbury.— Then you pass Bradlaugh ? ” 

All.—* Certainly.” ; 

Ripon.—“ I shal] put up a statue of Warren Hastings, India, and 
that sort of thing—lI’ve been there, you know.” 

Rosebery.— Excellent, my dear marquess, excellent. 
Hastings should be ripping. And the site?” 

Ripon.— I thought the Law Courts.” 

Rosebery.—‘‘ Capital. Most appropriate.” 

Harcourt.—‘ For my part I shall take Chatham. A statue of 
Chatham outside the National Liberal Club ought to catch on. 
Then the lecture. Parallels,and that kind of thing. Consistency— 
Patriotism.” 

Rosebery.— But I’ve done Chatham.” , 

Harcourt.— Well, I suppose you haven’t a copyrightin nglish 
History, have you?” 

Rosebery.—*‘ No, but I think the Times has!” aoe 

Harcourt.—“ Anyway, the character of Chatham, sir, is, I pre- 
sume, public property, you cannot claim a monopoly in that. Very 
well, sir, very well. Chatham, sir, was a man like myself, the idol 
of the people.” 

tosebery.—“ Ha! ha! 

Harcourt.—* The honourable member, sir 
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the lecture | What yours, eh, Halifax? 





Halifar.— John Knox is the statue I shall have much pleasure 
in unveiling. Grand character Knox. Absolutely declined to be 
dictated to bya mere bishop. In fact, declined to obey anyone 
except his own sweet self. We could do with Knox to-day!” 

Kensit.—‘ You'll get them, my lord, and good hard ones, too, if you 
don’t take care.” 

Salisbury.—* And the site? "’ 

Halifar.—* Outside Lambeth Palace. 
dictate tome. You like the idea?” 

Rosebery.—‘‘ Very much. So will the Archbishop.” 

Harcourt.—‘‘ What are your views, Mr. Kensit ?” 

Kensit.—“ Strictly Protestant.” 

Harcourt.—‘‘ Hear, hear! But I mean as to Statuary a 

Kensit.—‘‘ I shall erect, sir,a statue of the great Founder of 
English Protestantism. Bluff King Hal!”’ 

Rosebery.—‘‘ 1 beg your pardon——" 

Kensit.—‘* His most gracious Majesty King Henry the Eighth of 
blessed memory.” 

Rosebery.—'*Ha! ha! I mean, good. Put him in the Divorce 
Court, I suppose. Ha! ha! A really excellent idea. Ha! ha! 
Couldn’t have done better myself, by Jove!" 


I'll see if they’re to 





Salisbury.— But you haven’t given us your idea, Chamberlain.” 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ Oh—I—well, really you know—I hardly like— 
it would seem so very-———(blushes). 

Harcourt.—‘‘ Pray don’t mind us—we'll look the other way. 
Something in the nude, I suppose.” 

Chamberlain.—‘‘ The nude! Really, Harcourt, really |.” 

Harcourt.—* Oh, I thought by your manner you had some fancy 


idea, but go on, go on.” 

Chamberlain.—* Well, I hardly know how to put it. I fear you 
will think it’s very egoistic, really. But Ihavethoughtthatastatue of 
myself would do good—educate the people to a sense of their 
responsibilities to the Empire, and all that.”’ 

All.—* Heat, hear! Bravo! Encore!” 

Chamberlain.—“ Yes, I thought you'd like it. Ishould put it 
somewhere near the Review of Reviews office, unless anyone can 
suggest a better spot. And I could lecture on the subject at any 
time. I have already made a few notes, and I could give you some 
idea, now; Harcourt can correct me as I go on—” 


(Enter Balfour hurriedly.) 


Balfour.—‘I say, you fellows, you're missing all the fun. 
There’s a big crowd outside pelting Rosebery’s Cromwell with eggs 
and things—come on!” 


(Exeunt all but Chamberlain.) 


Chamberlain.— I could see they were pleased. 
popular I am, wonderful!” 


(Smiles at his reflection in glass.) 
(CuRTAIN. ] 
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Meet-here-nights and Shooting Stars. 


Dear “ Fun,”—A friend of mine has invented an auto-motor 
corkscrew, and I called to see how this wonderful invention worked. 
At first I was amazed, and, after the experiment had been repeated 
some dozen times, I managed to leave. I remember the evening 
was cool and pleasant when I entered the house, but during my 
visit a severe frost must have set in, as immediately I set foot on 
the pavement I slipped down. I got up with some difficulty with 
the aid of the railings, and then I became aware of an unusual 
phenomenon taking place in the skies; every star was on the move, 
and tried to conceal itself behind another star. The moon also 
appeared to duplicate herself. I asked a policeman to call 
a cab. Somehow I couldn't get into that cab for those erratic 
stars. And just then I received a severe shock, as a most 
brilliant meteor shot suddenly across the sky from N.W. to 8.E. at 
an angle of many hundreds of degrees. A more splendid meteor I 
never beheld; it broke up, close to my eyes, in all the colours of 
Joseph’s coat. The next morning I found myself in the Mansion 
House, downstairs, whither I been borne insensible from the 
effects of the shock. I told the what had happened. He 
seemed very ignorant and incredulous. He hadn’t seen many 
meteors or stars, and charged me 5s. I thought it possible that 
some of your scientific readers may have had a similar experience, 
and that is the reason of my writing to you upon this matter astro- 
nomical.—Yours, etc., i. Be 
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“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “‘ Fun’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


Place O dames! At the time of ritin’ 
it looks as if Lady Smith would be able 
to ’old out until relief arrives, an’ I 
dessay wen it does arrive she will say, in 
the wurds of the unmortal Billy 8., “‘ For 
this relief, much thanks!” Altogether, 
things don’t look so black for General 
White. 

. The scene of patriotic enthusiasm that 
| greeted the singin’ of Mr. Kipling’s 
| poem, “The Absent-Minded Beggar,” | 
wich ’as been set to music by Sir Arthur | 
Sullivan, by Mr. John Coates at the 
Alhambra last Monday week, simply 
beggars descripshun. Mr. Coates, I 
trow, sirs, ‘rose to the occashun.” I 
tried to get iu, but it was ‘‘ no go,” so I 
‘’ad to go away, for, though I’m on the 
Press, I don’t like bein’ in the press. 
The wind that blows from the Far 
East is an ill one, for the relashuns 
between Russia an’ Japan seem to be | 
gettin’ more strained—that’s clear. | 
Since their war with China the Japanese 
have been rather cocky; I shoud be 
sorry to see their “comb cut,’’ an’ 
shoud advise ’°em not to Russian—I | 
| mean, rush into war without a good | 
cause; I don’t say that Russia woud | 
| get the best of it, but there’s no blinkin’ 
| the fac’ that she’s a powerful nation. 
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| They ses that 18 is an unlucky num- W 
| ber, but the end of the world didn’t Lon 
| come on the 13th of November, though, ; time 
of course, com,et will, sooner or later. 


It appears that the Emperor of Ger- i 
many’s visit is to be of a ‘strictly ' 
private nature,’ notwithstandin’ that ’e 
is a officer of high grade in many regi- 
ments. I beleave ’e is very fond of 

| donnin’ ‘is diff’rent uniforms, though ’is 

| conduct is not allus of a uniform nature ; 
in fac’, e's inclined to be erratick at 
times, but ’e’s steadied down wonderful 
| of late, an’ I’m quite beginnin’ to 

| like ’im. 

The Housing of the Poor is a mighty 

_ problem that wants solvin’. ‘’Ere’s a 
woman applied to Judge Woodfall, at 
the Clerkenwell County Court, for more 
time in conneckshun with an ejectment 














“5 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 








order. She ’ad tried 136 places, but Took 
coudn’t get no ‘ouse, because she ‘ad jolly 
a four children; they ses “ poverty is a Brist 
crime,’’ an’ it also appears a crime to miss 
SWEET INNOCENCE. ‘ave children. ; selve 
wanes Mr. Brown, are those horrid Boers so anxious to secure poor, dear, Lady Pi ot 5 et ee «wg mae 
‘is bride! May they allus find a safe all t] 
port in the storms of life! Ty 
licen 
foun: 
> | won 
AN DE RS ON’? S i 
CITY OF LONDON Stan 
Stan 
and 1 
DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SH 
OF EVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
‘ ” SELF POLISHING WATEKPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
” - GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
TAN GLOSS, or 
BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get U 











